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Presently I heard the voices returning from Pencommon where
they had stabled 'the Mare'. We had not gone many steps before
Williams called the attention of the Solitary to a man with a horse
and cart moving along the top of the hill high above us and standing
out clear against the sky. 'It is my landlord/ said the Solitary. 'He
is as good as his word/

The hermit told us the name of his house was Cwm Cello, and
that he had been much perplexed and exercised in mind about the
meaning of the latter word. He was Welshman enough to know
that there was no such word in Welsh as Cello. But in a dictionary
which he took up one day in a farm house he found that the word
'Ceilio' meant a retreat or enclosure, or shelter or pen from cattle.
'And indeed/ said the Solitary plaintively, 'when I first came to live
here I did find that all the sheep and cattle took shelter in my garden
as if they had always been used to retreat there, to that very place in
a storm. So I called it "the Shepherd's Dingle"/

By this time we had reached the crest of the hill side which was
almost as steep as the wall of a house and at a little distance we saw
waiting a horse and gambo and a peasant whom the Anchorite
described as his landlord and addressed as 'Mr. James'. On the
whole the landlord was better dressed than his tenant. Some low
conical heaps of peat turf were scattered about among the heather.
They were large flat thin pieces skimmed off the surface with the
heather upon them. The Solitary and his landlord and a little boy,
the son of the landlord, began loading and piling the peats upon
the gambo first removing the outer turves which had been
thrown over the rest to keep them dry. I helped the hermit in
loading his mawn while Tom Williams looked on with a benevo-
lent smile. When the gambo was loaded heavily enough for the
steep descent the Solitary sent it down to the cabin of Cwm Ceilio
in charge of his landlord while he walked further over the hill with
us to show us the famous Rocks of Pen Cwm and Llanbychllyn
Pool. Suddenly we came in sight of the precipitous grey rocks
which are so like the Rocks of Ateredw and which were the last
haunt of the fairies, the last place where the little people were seen.
Then there was a gleam of silver over the dark heather stems and
Llanbychllyn Pool lay in its hollow like a silver shield. The view
was beautiful and we all lay down upon the dry heather just bud-
ding into pink blossom to enjoy the fair and 'delicate prospect* in